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when I remembered that crude performance, and gazed
upon the beauty, and the harmony, and the fitting parts of
tie great creations around me, my cheek has often burned,
even in solitude.

In these moments, rather of humility than despondence,
I would fly for consolation to the blue waters of that beauti-
ful lake, whose shores have ever been the favourite haunt
of genius, the fair and gentle Leman,

Nor is there indeed in nature a sight more lovely than to
watch, at decline of day, the last embrace of the sun lin-
gering on the rosy glaciers of the White Mountain. Soon,
too soon, the great luminary dies; the warm peaks subside
into purple and then die into a ghostly white ; but soon, ah!
not too soon, the moon springs up from, behind a mountain,
flings over the lake a stream of light, and the sharp glaciers
glitter like silver.

I have often passed the whole night upon these enchanted
waters, contemplating their beautiful variety ; and, indeed,
if anything can console one for the absence of the moon and
stars, it would be to watch the lightning, on a dark night,
on this superb lake. It is incessant, and sometimes in four
or five different places at the same time. In the morning
Leman loses its ultramarine tint, and is covered with the
shadows of mountains and chateaux.

In mountain valleys it is beautiful to watch the effect of
the rising and setting of the sun. The high peaks are first
illumined, the soft yellow light then tips the lower eleva-
tions, and the bright golden showers soon bathe the whole
valley, excepting a dark streak at the bottom, which is
often not visited by sunlight. The effect of sunset is perhaps
still more lovely. The highest peaks are those which the
sun loves most. One by one the mountains, according to
their elevation, steal into darkness, and the rosy tint is often
suffused over the peaks and glaciers of Mont Blanc, while
the whole world below is enveloped in the darkest twilight
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